After recently meeting with his biological parents, the author-a 29-year-old-married male -learned he had been an hour away from being aborted, being 'saved' only by extraordinary circumstances. In the paper the author reflects upon previous strongpro-choice beliefs and reasserts his commitment to a pro-choice philosophy, integrating his new personal experience. The paper pays particular attention to the biological mother's experience and how her fresh insights have reinforced the author's views on abortion.
In 1987 I published an essay in the Research3Journal of Philosophy and Social Sciences (1) defending a woman's right to abortion. In this paper I challenged in a detached rational manner two questions often posed by anti-abortionists: ' It is not only because of the mother's well-being that I support a woman's right to abortion; more importantly, I support it for the children's sake. I can't predict what my life would have been like if I had been raised by my biological mother, suffice it to say I have little confidence in her parenting ability. I was fortunate to be adopted and raised in a decent home. I can't complain -so far I've made an excellent life for myself: I am happily married and with any luck I'll be a father in the next year. Professionally speaking, in addition to an increasingly successful career as a writer I am a first-year medical student at Thomas Jefferson Medical College in Philadelphia. Life has been very good to me. However, after living several years in New York City and now in Philadelphia I have seen thousands of unwanted boys and girls, many of whom probably never had a chance of being adopted and who are destined to live in homes filled with hate and suffering. Every day teenage girls, themselves only two years removed from 'Sesame Street' lunch-boxes, flood our hospitals, giving birth to sons and daughters who will all too often never know their fathers. Of course not all children born out of wedlock are automatically guaranteed a horrible life, just as all children born in wedlock are not guaranteed a happy life. Regardless of the exceptions, we are all too familiar with the plight of unwanted children. For me, the bottom line is that I could easily have been one of those unfortunate children. I could have been the ball and chain around my young mother's ankle. I am the exception to the rule -I was adopted and am now a happy and productive member of society. Yet, despite how much I savour life, I still don't believe that the existence of one Jonathan Berkowitz is worth the social and economic costs of the innumerable unknowns who are oftentimes discarded as unceremoniously as yesterday's newspaper. 
